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Burned Fingers 


Author's Notes: 

Love Burns and Love Burns Take 2, just in case anyone thinks |\ve completely lost my marbles. Which | have. If 
you find them, can you please return them to the jar marked \"Midnight\'s Marbles\". IIl collect them later. 
Thank you! 


Go to the bedroom. Put on what Ive left for you and go and stand on the corner of 24th and East Van Buren, 


The note isn't signed but | suspect | know who its from. With my stomach churning, | climb the stairs and 


head for our room. The house is empty and the lights are out so l'm assuming that you-know-who is out and 


about doing things that he shouldn't be doing. 


Some people might say this game has gone on way too long. Some may say it's pathetic and childish. Not to us 
it isn't. To us its a chance to be different people, to play out fantasies and, most importantly, have fun 
Torchy and Junior now have full personalities and back stories which stretch the entire length of Dave and l's 
relationship. Call us crazy. Call us mad. We won't care. We're having the time of our lives with it and that's 
what matters. 


Each scene starts and finishes the same, beginning with a note or a lit candle and ending when he puts me to 
bed. They always play out at night, giving him the opportunity to step out, close the door, and go back from 
being Torchy to Dave. 


Wandering in to the bedroom, my mind's already moving from David-the-bass-player mode to Junior-the- 
hooker mode. Flicking on the lights to the bedroom, | don't know whether to laugh or cry. Spread out on the 
bed are my clothes. A pair of tight black leather pants and a tight white wife beater. Laid out beside them is a 
simple silver necklace, a silver plectrum engraved with Property of TT hanging from it. On the floor are my 
black sneakers. He could have gone for the sweet and innocent look. But no, he's gone for the "I'm a hooker!" 


look 
Typical. 


Shedding my clothes, | step into the shower, my mind playing over what's about to happen. Already I'm 
beginning to feel the excitement, the power of it rippling over my skin and making me shiver beneath the warm 
water. Grabbing my razor, | soap up and run it over my face and body. | know that someone likes it when 


there's barely any hair. Just loves to have something on my head and around my balls to pull on. 
And it gives him something to hold on to when | try and kick him off. 
Wonder what he's got up his sleeve tonight? 


Drying off, | make sure to put on some of his favourite cologne. There'll be trouble if | don't and | suspect it's 
the only thing he can smell once he's blasted everything with gas. It's only when I'm half way through dressing 
that a thought hits me. 


There's no way in Hell that I'm taking my car to that part of town. Not. A. Chance. Normally | work the classier 
areas. Areas where you know your car will still be in one piece when you return after a long night on your 


back. 


Grabbing the phone book, | flick through until | find the cabs and order one for thirty minutes times. As | pull 
the wife beater over my head, my stomach churns again, the mix of fear and excitement making me feel light 


headed. Fluffing my hair, | gaze in the mirror and smile. Not bad for a thirty five year old hooker. 


Stuffing my wallet into the back pocket of my pants, | cautiously unclip my front door key from the car keys 
and sit on the front step. From here, | can see down in to the city, can see the ghostly haze floating on top of 
it, lights flickering. There's still a hint of the day's warmth in the air, but it'll soon be gone. Not that itll 
matter once I'm down in the city. There the heat will have been trapped beneath the thin layer of smog, 
making people cranky and tired. But hopefully not cranky enough to not spend money, if you get my drift. 


The cab pulls up and | climb into the back, the driver raising an eyebrow when | give him the address. Let him 


ponder on what's happening. Yeah, sweetie, you've got a hooker in your back seat. One who's off to meet his 


pyromaniac boyfriend. 


The drive through the city stops and starts, traffic edging home or to a night of decadence. It is Saturday 
right, time to set the town on fire. 


The driver drops me on the corner of 24th and East Van Buren before disappearing at speed. No one wants to 
be caught here. With my heart racing, | stand in the shadows and wait, the hairs on the back of neck rising. 
It's more from a nervous excitement than fear. 

Looking up and down the road, | watch scantily clad women, all of them looking for johns. Cars drive slowly, all 
of them looking for something. Taking a deep breath, | decide I'd better get on with it. Time's a-ticking away and 
there's money to be earned. Planting a hand on a hip, | step beneath a street light. Striding back and forth, | 
watch cars slow down to get a better look Some | blow kisses to, watching as they begin to pause before 
racing off again. They're looking for chicks, and one of those | ain't. 

Suddenly a battered old truck roars around the corner, backfiring as it skids to a halt in front of me. 

Fuck. 

Fuck. 

I'm not used to this. Most of my hook ups come from recommendations. Someone fucks me, enjoys what they 
had, and recommends me to their friends. I'm not used to picking people up on the street. But it looks like 
someone actually wants my ass. Peering in to the shadows, | look for an escape route. With my ears ringing, | 
take a step backward. | haven't moved more than two steps before the truck's window creaks down. 

Shit. 

"Get the fuck in!" 

| feel paralysed, the fear gripping me until the voice comes again. "Don't just stand there. IN!" 

Yanking the door open, | haul myself in and come face to face with him. Torchy. His shadowy figure is hunched 
over the steering wheel, the street light flashing off his necklace. Rewving the engine, he pulls back into traffic, 
silent as we cruise the long street. 

"So?" | murmur. 

"So, what?" 


| bite my tongue, not wanting to say anything which will trigger that infamous temper. "How'd it go?" 


He grunts a reply, eyes on the road. Streetlights flash alongside us, picking out the hues of his hair and 


momentarily lighting his face. There's the sharp stench of gas in the cab so | know that the deed has been 
done. Something, somewhere, is now a roaring inferno and, sometime tomorrow, he'll go and collect his pay. The 
late night torching sprees are becoming more and more frequent, the distances he goes becoming further and 


further. There's been grumblings that soon we'll have to leave and find somewhere fresh to work. 
"Come here." 


| shuffle closer and lay my head on his shoulder, the rocking of the truck soothing my anxiety. "Where we 


going?" 
A hand leaves the wheel and strokes my thigh. "Outta town. Want to get some fresh air in to my lungs." 


Its strange when he's like this, the aftermath of a job tending to quieten whatever goes on in his head. Must 
be what pushes him to do what he does. Being abandoned by your family and everyone you thought loved you 
has got to take it out on a person. | was lucky. Came from a good family. Moved away to find fame and 
fortune in music. Instead | fell on to the street and became a hooker to pay my way. That's when Torchy 
found me. Originally it was only for a night. That was nearly twenty years ago. In that time he's been in and 
out of prison twice, both times for arson attacks he was stupid enough to leave evidence at. | could have 
walked at those points, and | should have, but | chose to stay. God only knows why sometimes because he does 
have a tendency to treat me like shit, especially when he hasn't had his "fix" for a couple of weeks. 


"How much tonight?" he asks, voice almost distant. | like to think it's the adrenaline coursing through him and 
not a lack of interest in me. 


Trying not to disturb his stroking, | lift myself and retrieve my wallet. Time has taught me to keep a little 


more cash than usual in it. 
Pulling out a small wad of bills, | flick through them. "Hundred and thirty five." 
His darkened figure nods. "Not too bad. At least we can eat. And | can re-gas those canisters." 


Sighing, | nestle down next to him, my feet curled up on the seat. | pout even though | know he probably can't 
see it. "Isn't it time we moved? Come on, how about New York? We've never been there." 


We've lived in several places over the years, LA, San Fran, and now Phoenix. I'm starting to get itchy feet, the 


need to move scratching at me. 


His hand slides from my thigh and cups my crotch, the half hand glove curling around my bulge. "Not yet. Got 


a few months work out this way lined up. But once that's over." 


His words linger in the air, fingers rubbing over my rapidly tightening groin. Groaning, | bury my head in his 
hair and kiss his throat, listening as he chuckles. 


"Horny again?" 
‘For you?" | reply. "Always." 


He presses a kiss to my hair, fingers sliding from my crotch to tug at my necklace before turning his 


attention back to the road. "Nearly there." 

It really is strange how much of a different person he becomes following a "job". It's almost like the snarky, 
snarling pyromaniac has disappeared. Although he'll reappear once we get to wherever we're going. Because 
there's only one reason he's driven this far out of town. 

We're now cruising along an empty road, winding through the hills. The city glitters beneath us, a jewel in the 
desert. The road is all but deserted and he finally pulls off, killing the engine and leaving us to admire the 
flickering lights below. 


Turning on the cab's light, he sneers at me, one hand pushing away the layers of coat and jacket before 


unzipping his pants. "Come on, you know you want this." 

| take a deep breath, a shiver snapping down my spine. "And if | don't?" 

He twists a hand in to my hair and tilts my head to one side, exposing my throat. "Ill make you." 
"Yeah, ‘cause you will, Torchy. Because you like to force everyone to bow down to you, don't you?" 


His hand strokes through my hair, holding my head in its tight position The muscles are starting to burn, but 
it only adds to the elation which roars through me like a storm. 


"Only you, my pretty little bitch. Only you." 


| wish you'd stop calling me that!" | bawl. "I have a fuckin’ name. Use it!" 
"Why?" he sneers. "Because you're my boyfriend?" 
He drags out boyfriend as though it's some virus laden word. 


"Yes!" | snap. "Because I'm you're fuckin’ boyfriend and you'll start treating me with some fuckin’ respect. You 


want your dick sucking? Fuckin’ earn it!" 


He yanks my head back, teeth sinking into the base of my throat. | hiss and grab at his hair, pulling him away. 
Biting me is his way of trying to take the sass from me, draining it vampire style. But, in seventeen years, he 
hasn't succeeded. And he never will. He's always told me its why he keeps me around; because l'm the only one 


who's ever dared stand up to him. Everyone else rolls over and does as Torchy says. But then | suspect if 


you're being held at flame point you have no other option He can threaten me all he likes; he knows I'll still go 


for his balls. 
"Suck it, or I'll kick you out," he snarls. 
"Yeah, right. How many times have you threatened that over the years, Thompson?" 


Howling, he tosses me to his lap and | catch myself on the door, nose inches from his offered cock. Gazing up 


at him, | draw my lips back, baring my teeth. 
"Face it, Torchy, you can't live without me. You need me just like you need to keep burning shit." 


Something changes in the low light, his face falling and | realise that I've hit a raw nerve. This doesn't happen 
very often but, when it does, it makes me regret everything. Beneath the outfit and battered truck is a guy 
chasing away nightmares, pushing away the thoughts which torture him. Beneath it all is a guy who feels like a 


constant failure. 


It feels as though the scene is about to break and | don't blame it if it does. Crawling back to the passenger 
seat, | kneel up and cup his face, feeding him gentle kisses. Desperately | try to rescue what we started. 


"I'm sorry," | murmur. "I didn't mean it. | need you. Please don't put me out.” 


He sits limply, hands by his sides and my heart lurches painfully. It's over. I've shattered his dream. Broken the 
one escape he has from the world around him. 


But | refuse to give up, refuse to let the dream die. This is ours, a moment in time for us to enjoy. Kissing 
him, | run my hands over his body, taking in the heavy coat and leather gloves. My fingers dip between his 
thighs and ghost over his thick, limp cock. 


When a gloved hand clamps to the back of my head, | could sing with joy. He roughly yanks my hair and guides 
my mouth to his crotch. Wrapping my hand around the base of his thick cock, | slide my lips over the head 
and begin to suck. Above me, he groans and slumps, hand tightening in my hair. Quickly he hardens, his cock 
throbbing against my tongue and throat. 


"Yeah," he purrs. "Just like that, baby. | fuckin’ live for this. Fuckin’ live to have you suck my cock." 


His words only drive me on. Compared to some of my johns, he's a gentle lover, an absolute pussy cat when 
he's getting what he wants. Cupping his balls, | give them a squeeze and his groans turn to growls, fingers 
yanking at my hair. Willingly | let him guide me, moving my mouth up and down his hard length. His hand slides 
from my head and along my back. Obediently | pull my knees under me and push my ass in the air. Leaning 
over me, he wraps his fingers around a cheek and squeezes, making me purr. His hips buck, a guttural growl 
ripping from his chest, and he comes down my throat. Eagerly | keep on sucking, milking every last drop from 


him. Its always quick when he's been out on a "job", but this is only round one. In a few moments he'll be 


ready to go again. And I'm more than ready, my cock rubbing against the delicious material of my leather 


pants. 
"Get out and go and sit on the hood" 


Climbing out, | sit on the hood, my feet resting on the bumper. Patting my knees, he nestles against me, back 
flush with my chest. Resting my head on his shoulder, we silently watch the city below. No one disturbs us, 


the road empty except for us two, lone souls. 


Its a beautiful night with a hint of warmth in the air and a full moon hanging above us. A million miles away 
from what we're normally used to. Gazing across the valley | imagine | can see the faint flickering of flames in 
the distance as some public building burns to the ground. 


Kissing his throat, | slide my hand down his chest, my fingers brushing against his crotch. He reacts as though 
shocked, body tightening and a low growl rumbling from his lips. Rubbing my hand back and forth, | feel him 
harden, He doesn't say anything as | pull his zipper down. Just gazes at the twinkling lights below. As | said, it'll 
be several rounds before there's any rest for the wicked. 


Slipping my hand in to his pants, | wrap my fingers around his cock and begin to stroke. His soft flesh reacts 
to me, hardening and growing, veins pulsing against my palm. Stretching his head back, he steals a kiss, our hair 
trapped between our lips. Pushing it away, | wrap my free hand in his hair and go back to kissing him. My 


stroking mirrors our lips; rough, hard, and fast. He groans and bucks, hips slamming back into the truck. 
Panting, he looks at me, eyes dark in the light of the moon. "Bend over the hood." 

Gladly! Sliding to the ground, | bend over the front of the truck, ass teasingly on show. | let him undress me, 
the leather pants slowly pushed down my legs and to my ankles. Hands glide over my naked skin, gripping my 
hips and pulling me back. Splayed over the hood, | look behind me, taking in the dark figure, the coat billowing 
around them. The sight only adds to my arousal, my hands clawing at the chipped paintwork of the truck, my 
cock throbbing against my stomach. 

"Fuck me, Torchy," | hiss. "Fuck me hard" 


"Oh, | am," comes the almost ghostly reply. "First I'm just going to admire you." 


He slides a hand over my ass, squeezing before giving it an experimental swat. | whine and push my hips back 


further, begging him to take me. 


"Just want to take in how pretty you are." | can almost hear the smirk in your voice. "So glad | picked you up 


when | did. Never going to let you go back to that life." 


My heart sings at his words, the closest to a compliment I'll ever get. Gloved hands slide over my back and | 


feel him step closer. Lying my cheek against the still warm metal, | gasp as he enters me, his cock stretching 


my flesh. | can hear him panting and, for a heartbeat, we stand completely still, joined as one once more. 


His hands pet my flanks, rubbing tiny circles to soothe me. | coo softly, my back dipping, urging him to move. 
Finally, he does what I've been waiting for, pulling back and slamming in to me. It's never touchy feely on these 
nights, never long and languid. Instead it's quick and raw, fuelled by the adrenaline which fills his veins. | arch 
against the truck, hands scrabbling for purchase as he slams in to me again and again, cock pounding against 
my prostate. His pent up energy charges the air, finding its way beneath my skin, and dragging me from the 
calm place I'd been in. He does nothing to disappoint, his hand finding my cock as we ride the building pleasure 
together. 


Eagerly | rock with him, fucking his hand. His fingers are as talented as ever, picking out ever spot which 
makes me twitch and call his name. His thumb drifts over the veins and beneath the head, circling it and giving 
a long tug. Stars burst behind my eyes, my knees weakening. He thrusts harder, making me how as his teeth 


and lips finding the soft flesh between my shoulder and throat 
'T-Torchy.” 

"Yeah?" he purrs into my ear. 

"Not gonna last much longer: 


He gives a particularly rough thrust, cock battering into my prostate, my body snapping almost upright. "s 
alright. We've got all night long." 


| listen to him and my body shudders, coming long and hard against the truck. My voice fills the air, begging 
him, pleading with him, calling his name, my spirit sailing off on a haze of euphoria. He listens, growling in my 
ear as he fills me, his warmth flooding through me. 


Slowly we relax, pulling apart and dressing. Clambering back in to the truck, | snuggle up to him, nose buried in 
his hair, lips finding his throat. As we pull back on to the road, | suck at his flesh, inhaling the scent of sex and 


sweat, marking him as mine. Mine and no one else's. Purring, he strokes my hair, fingers knotting in it. 


The front door slams open and we bundle through it, kicking it shut behind us. Grabbing him, | slam him against 
the wall, roughly kissing him as | claw at his pants. He reciprocates, tearing off my sneakers before hauling the 
leather pants from my legs. | hear the rasp of his zipper and he grabs at me, turning and slamming me 
against the brickwork. Hands lift me, gloved palms cupping my ass, and | wrap my legs around his waist, my 
erection bouncing with each movement. Sliding in to me, we move against the wall, gasps and groans tearing 
from us. Fingers explore, lips finding each other, tongues battling for dominance. An erotic electricity crackles 


through the air, charging over my skin 


Tangling my hands in his hair, | groan and force my tongue between his lips. Tasting him, wanting to be 


wrapped in him forever; | couldn't think of a better place to be. Screw the arguments, screw the petty 
remarks, this is what | want and who | want to be with. You don't get this far in life without surviving a few 


battles. 


His fingers dig into my ass, brushing against my entrance and feeling the rhythm he's setting. He breaks the 
kiss, lips moving to the base of my throat, nipping and kissing, teeth tugging at my necklace. Shifting a hand 
between us | grip my cock and stroke, pre-come slicking down my length. Pressing my free hand to his head, | 
encourage him to bite, to mark me just as | marked him. | can feel the heat begin to rise, the red welt he's 
leaving behind growing. With a final, hard squeeze of my cock, | come, the release searing through me as my 
semen sprays over his black shirt. Sinking his teeth into me, he joins me, body shuddering against me, cock still 


rocking into me. 


He doesn't let me down, just shifts me in his arms and makes for the stairs. Curled around him, | lay kisses 


along his shoulder, taking in the faint scent of gas on his coat. 

Kicking the bedroom door open, he lays me on the bed before turning on the bedside light. A small, relaxed 
smile illuminates his face, and he crouches beside the bed. Lying on my side, | reach out and brush tangled red 
hair from before his eyes. Gently he returns the touch and leans in for a kiss. 

"Love you, Junior.” 

The warmth of a long, comfortable relationship fills my heart. "Love you too, Torchy.” 

"Gotta go out again" 

| nod. | know what that means. More work. But the more work he gets, the sooner we can leave. 


"Stay safe," | murmur. 


The smile which plays on his lips isn't the usual sneer which normally sits there. It's nice to see him when he's 


not jonesin' for a fire fix. 
"| will. FI see you in a while.” 


He pets my hair once more before he gets to his feet. With a final smile, he turns, boots heavy against the 
floor. The door closes behind him and | hear his feet on the stairs. When the front door opens and closes, | 
sink back into the bed and grin. He'll be back in a while. No doubt gone to sit up in the hills somewhere to 
collect his thoughts and come back to the world of being Dave Mustaine. 


As for tonight? Absolutely perfect. Couldn't have asked for more. Will there be a next time? Oh, most 
definitely! 


